OF A  FLY.

on? and I was quite glad to hear it patter
on the leaves,

6. For I still felt a trifle sticky, and was
glad to get rny legs moist, so that I might

wash myself all the better. At this time
the sun was so warm, that I lived out of
doors for some days.

7. I think that three clays passed before
I sat again on the white cap of Mrs.
Sutton. But one morning, when she sat